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awakened by Grace, a little after daylightNow, Mr. Watson could not have asked were Grace and the little strsnger, bappy in'Dying !' Tbe face of Mr. Watson crew
pale.

Yea. Poor woman i ahe'a had a hard
on the next morning.his wife a more perplexing question, nor one

A Most Eloquent Aiguuicut.

Tbe Washington Constitution, of a relikely to bring less satisfactory answer.
the midst of their playthings, while outlaw
Dick, subdued by some invisible power into
gentleness itself, wsa lying near them,
stretched at full length on the carpet, and

cent date contains tho argument of the Hon.Our Iiola Sella. 'It will be time enough to meet that ques.time in this world, and I. hope abe'll find a
. Daniel W. Voorhees, of Terre Haute, Indition when comes,' ahe replied,

tryiog to put a cheerful face on the matter. ans, aa counsel for the defendant, upon the

prisoner, whatever it may be, disturb their
slumbers and paralyze their arms when Ihey
are again raised against the peace of "Tne
country and the Uvea of its citizens i I know
by the gleam of. each eye into which I look
in this jury box, (hat if these men could
change places with young Cook, you would
gladly say to him, "Go erring snd repstant
youth, our vengeance shall fall on those whs
paid their money, urged on the attack and
guided the blow' Let me appeal to woo',
gentlemen of the jury, in the name of eter

'Mother ! mother !' Tho child pulled at

her arm, and spoke in a low, excited whis-

per. 'Mother, who ia it !'
WhoV Mrs. Watson waa bewildered.

The scenes of the night before had faded

from her memory.
Who is it 1 Where did ahe tome from ?

Oh, mother ! isn't she aweet 1

The truth flashed back upon the mind of

Her husband looked at her for a few mo. trlsl of John E. Cook, indicted for tresson,
murder, and inciting slaves to rebel at the
Harper's Ferry insurrection, delivered at

ments with heavily knit browa, and then re tlrsumed bis walk. Mr. Wataon went up

stairs to lay aside her shawl, and to take a

better one on the other aide of destb'e dark
river.'

'What is to become of her little Ellen V

'Heaven knowa,' replied the neighbor.
'Has ahe no relatives to whom tho child

can bo sent!'
'None that I ever heard of. I think she

atands entirely alone in the world. But time
is passing, Mrs. Watson, and the flickering
candle of her life may go oat at any moment.'

'Wait a moment, until I get my shawl and

watching them with a face that beamed with
interest. A few moments passed before the
children noticed their father; Dick wss first
to observe him. Gelling up quietly from
the floor, he went over to where he stood,
and taking hold of his bsnd, said :

Isn't she a dear little thing, father 1

And she's so good."
Ellen now becoming aware of Mr. Wat

son's presence, turned her sweet face upon
him, with a half timid, yet pleased and con

Cbarleatown, Virginia. It ocrupies up
wards of five columns. Itia s mot-- t puwer-fu- l

and truly eloquent address. As a forensic
effort, we have rarely read its equal in bril

A wonderful stream It the rtrar of Time,
At tt rant the realnia of Wirt,

With faultless rhythm and a mutlctl rbjra,
With a broader sweep and a surge sublime,

Aod blends with the oeean of Tear.

Tbert't a muilcal lale up the rlrer Time,
Where tha softest of alrt are playing ;

Tbert't a cloudiest sky and a tropieal ellme,
Aod a song at sweet at a vesper chime,

And the tones with the roses are stayiog.

And the name of thla itle is the Long Ago ;

And we barf oar treasure! there ;
There are browa of beauty and botomi of mow ;
There are heaps of dust bat we love them so,

Tjortf are trinkets and tretsoa of fcalr.

glance at the sleeping children. The only

child really looked at with interest, howev-

er, was the little stranger.
Mrs. Watson, who raised heiself quickly,
and, bending over, saw Ellen lying, atill

aound asleep, just as ahe had laced her onPoor child I Poor motherless one !' The
nal truth and everlasting right, is nothing to
be forgiven to youth, to inexperience, to a
gentle, kind heart, to a wayward and pecu

liant merit, and its bitter, burning denunci-

ations of those who planned, aod of those
who instigated and encouraged tha insurrec

ihe night before. She put her finger to herheart of Mrs. Watson moved on her lips
lips in eign of silence, and then, with a aehood.' And Mrs. Watson left her neighbor 'What is to become of you In this selfish,

tion at Harper's Ferry, iiffurd a wiso and sol- -rious face and tone, ssid : fiding expression lhat w ent to his heart. Heand ran up stairs. She was back in a rain
Poor child ! Her mother dies) Isst night,ute, and the two women repaired to tbe hum moved a few steps towsrds ber; she got up emn lesson to American citizens upon patriot-an- d

stood looking st him; he reached out icduty. Mr. Voorhees hus performed a most

cruel world V

I don't mean to blame you, Ruth,' said

her husband, when ahe came down. 'But
still, you wero wrong to bring that child

and we must be very good to her.'ble abode of their 1 dying neighbor. Ellen,
The countenance of Grace showed in delicate, difficult, and painful task, nably

liar though not vicious character, strangely
apt to be led by present influences 1 I have
shown you what th se influences, generally
end specially, have been over tbe mind of tho
prisoner. I have shown you the malign in-

fluence of, his direct leader. I have shown
you also, the "false and malignant counsels"
in behalf of this sad enterprise, emanating
from those in place, power, and position. . It

the child to whom reference has been made,
stantly an expression of tender (ity. and well. He denounce the crime of

which his youthful c'icut atood confess-

edly guilty, and, at the same time makes

bis hands what elso could he do ! In Ihe
next instant she was in his arms, and her
little head with its cloud of sunny curls ly-

ing against his bosom. Mr. Wstson sat
down with this precious burden in his arms,

'Who is she, mother 1

It ia little Ellen Jenkins. Doi't you re
most touching and beautiful appeal formember her V

mercy lor mo misnuiucu youth. No one

There are fragments of song that nobody tings,
And a part of an infant's prayer ;

There's a lute nntwept, and a harp without strings,
There are broken tows and pieces cl ring!,

And the garmenti abe used to wear,

Tbero are hands that are waved when tho fairy ihoro,
Hy the mirage is lifted in air;

And we sometimes hear thro' tho turbulent roar,
Sweet voices wo heard in the days gone before,

When the vilud down the rivur Is fair.

Oht remembered for aye be the blessed Itle,
All the nay of life till nUlitl

And when evening coniot with the beautiful smile,
And our eyes aro closed to slumber awhile,

May that "gieenwood" of soul be In sight I

'Oh, yes. Is Mrs. Jenkins deal 1'

Poor Mrs. Jenkins is dead, and her little
and st he diJ so, John luid aside his book,
and with Dick aud Grace, came gathering can read his allusion to tho wretch

was only three years old. She was the wid-

ow's all in this world. They found her
nestling close to her mother, whose white,
shadowy hand was toying with the golden
curls that lay in masses about her face. It
was plain, (it a glance, that only a few sands

in the grass of life remained, and that the dy-

ing mother was so far away from mortal con-

sciousness as to bd freed from the pangs o!

separation. And so she died died with ut

one appeal fur lovo and protection for the

Ellen has no mother to love her, a care for

her.'
around him, each with a face wreathed In
pleasant smiles. There was no contention

here. Why didn't you let some other neigh-

bor take her borne 1 We'll never get rid of

her, unless we send her to the Almshouse.'
'Wait, John wait, replied Mrs. Watson.

'Wait until comee. Sufficient

unto the day is the evil thereof,'
'And more than sufficient; that is my ex-

perience.'
No, John; in that you rre mistaken,'

said his wife, calmly. 'You forget your ex-

perience. The evil of our s is always

iiht compared with the evil ol our

row.'
'We've our hands full in taking cara of

our own children.' The words of his wife
Had made but a light impression cn the mind

of Mr. Watson.

among them as to positii.n or preference, but
etch teemed to think most of pleasing tli?

ed piisoner's father, mother and sister,
couched, aa it is, in language which must
reach the stoutest heart, without fe ling a

deep commisscration for them, us well as fur
the misled ond unhappy cause of their deep
and bitter sorrow, and a feeling of horror at
ihe acts of those who seduced the miserable

The heart of Grace was touched,

We'll be very good to her. She shall
have my doll to ploy with, and I'll show her
all the pretty things I'vo got.' and the

child.
Not a hirsh word was spoken, not a

sound heard. When the dinner bell

might have been your prod gal son borne
awoy and seduced by such counsels, as well
as my young client. Dj with him ss you
would have your own child dealt by under
like circumstances. Ha has been stolen
from tho principles of his ancestors and be-

trayed from the teachings of his kindred. If
he was your own handsome child, repentant
and &ontC'Bsing his wrong to his country, whit
would ynu wish a jury of strangers to'do 1

That dj yourselves. By that rule guide
your verdict ; and the poor boon of mercy
will not be cut of? from him. He thought
the country was about to be convulsed, that
lbs slave" was pining for an opportunty to

J tender, precious being she was leaving be
child, after saying this, slipped auiy from

fPiscdlaitemtSe hind ber alone in the world.
There- - was no attempt to remove Ellon

from the arm of her mother until life ceased
Light in a Dark Place. to struggle for mastery over the heart. Then

boy to enter upon euch a career of crim .

In the commencement of his address,
Mr. Voorhees m.kes tha following baiuti-fu- l

allusion to tha relations existing btt.veen
Virginia and Indiana, llo siys :

I como from tho Bunsot side uf your Wes-
tern mountains from beyond the river that

Sirs. Watson I iftcd her tenderly away ; and

ihe side of her mother, and went .lightly
back to the trundle bed. As she dijso, the

blue eyes of Ellen cpened. Ere o look

of surprise which she threw around tier had

faded, a doll was held before her by Grace,

who said :

'See my doll ! Don't you want lo play

with it V

BY T. 8. ARTHUR. 'God never sends months without food toas the did so, the child put her arms about!

rang, Mr. WcUon went down etai's with CI

ien in his urms, and surprised his wuitini
wife with a now tableau in the shitting
scenes of home. She smiled, and he smiled
back, in spite of a half shy consciousness of

being seen in a new and unusual character.
'Which is Ellen's place V said he as he

stood by the table,
'Here ! let her sit by me V cried Grsce.
O, let her sit by me !' said John. 'I want

There ere men vho get into the htbit of
rise against hia master ; th'it two-third- s of
the laboring papulation of the country.looking only upon the shadowed side ol

things. They fret themselves with gloomy

forebodings. They prophesy evil continual

now skirt the borders of your great State ;

but I come not us an alien to a foreign land,
but rather as one who returns tg the home

fill them,' replied Mrs. Wstson.
'You don't mesn to keep that child V

Her husband turned upon her a look of as-

tonishment.
'I don't particularly mean anything. I

only soiJ that God never sends mouths with

North and South, would flick to the stand- -A smile lit up the child's face, ind she
mi of revolt ; that a single dny would bring
ten, fi iy yea, a hundred thousand men to

her neck and luid her head down, trustingly,
on her bosom, through which a motherly im-

pulse ran I ke a new vital warmth.

'Poor, motherless child !' sobbed the really
tender-hearte- woman. 'Poor, motherless

little one !'
' What shall we do with her!' asked the

neighbor, in a tone of doubt.

'I will run home with her and keep her

reached oot her hands for the toy.

Next Grace brought cut her doll'sly. And when days of darkness cume, as resses,

and then one plaything after another, epreudcome they do in all lives, they sit down and

soy lhat there will never be sunlight again. out food to fill I hem; and I scarcely think

of his ancestors, aud to the household from
which he sprang . I come not hers as an
ei.emy, but os a friend ; with interests com-

mon with yourselves, hoping fur your hopes,
and praying that tha prosperity and glory of

ing them around on the bed, until Ellen sat,there will be an exception in little Ellen's
wondering and delighted, in the mflstof s

her to sit by me.'
Their cheeks flushed. There were no

signs of contention.
She shall sit by me, ju t where you can

all look at her,' and Mr. Wafson decided the

question by putting Ellen in a chair along-

side of himself. Ho spoke with cheerful

Mr. Watson wss one of this clats a

brooding, silrnt man, whose presence in his cuee. as to where me ioou is to come irom,
perfect storehouse of childish treasuresor by whose hands it will reach her mouth

family was always felt as the shadow of a Virginia may be perpetual. Nor do I forget'John ! John !' Mrs. Wulson shook herthat is a matter beyond .the stretch of my
cloud that hid the pleasant sunshine. Mrs

still sleeping husband.furecastings. I only know this, that it will
that tho very soil on which I live in my
Western home was one owued by this venWatson, in the beginning of their married

arms iu behalf of the insurrection of slaves.
This is in cviJence. Who are responsible
for such terribly false views ! and what kind
of a visionary and dreamy mind is that which'
has so fatally entertained them 1 That the
prisoner's mind is pliant to the impressions,
whether for good ur for evil, by which it is
surrounded, let his first interview in his pris-

on with Gov. Willard, In the presence of
your Senutor, Col. Mison, bear witness.
His error was placed before him. His wrong
to his fi.m'.ly and his country was drawn by

a patriotic, and, at the same time, an affec

' What is it!' he asked, when fairlynot hurt us to be the medium (or a duy or

for to night,' replied Mrs. Watson.
'Yuu've a houseful 1 of your own.'
'I know ; but we can make room for one

more."
'It will bo ttua charity,' said the neighbor.

So Mrs. Watson ran home with the little
girl in her arms. Ellen was already asleep

life, hod bet n of a cheerful temper, but cut l erable comtnonwointii as mucli us the soil
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on which 1 now stand. Her laws theretwo.'
'No, not for a day or two; but

ly taking the aspect of wimt was around her,

had grac'uilly changed, until her mind wo

awake.
Look over on the trundle bed,' was whis-

pered.
Mr. Wstson raised up and looked, os. di

ness, nut decision; and so tlie gamer, ng

cloud was dispersed.

Another mealtime passed without a single
jir of discord". Wonderful phenomenon I

Surely, the angel of peace h id coma to this
dwelling.

once prevailed, and all her institutions were
there established os they aro here. Not'Oli, John ! John ! When will you learn

cs dark-hue- as that ol her husband. Little
to look for the briht side of things V

only my own Stale of Indiana, but also (our
oilier grcut Sutes in the North-Wes- t standAll that afternoon the mind of Mr. Wat

rected. He said nothing, but' it was some

moments before he turned hii ryes away

from tho pleasant scene lhit csplivited

'Bright side ! Humph ! If you con ima-

gine a bright side to this case, your funcy

must be wonderfully fruitful. Four children
as enduring and lofty monuments of Vireon was in a condition of singular tranquil-

ihem. It was a long tirrle since he htdjity. Nothing went wrong with him. It ginia's magnanimity and princely liber a i i y .

Her donation to the general government

tionate hand. His natural being at once as-

serted its sway. The influence of good, and
not of evil, once more controlled him aa in

the doys of childhood ; snd now here before

you he has the merit at least of a loyal citi

seemed as if he had entered upon a new

things fretted them, and so life became made when she entered lle room where her hus-up'-

a series of petty unnnyunces. band sat moodily before the grate.

This wii iii.t a ter.ii I home fur cbiidrer.j 'Poor Mrs. Jenkins is deod !' she rxclaim-thoug- h

children cume' pressing into it, and j ed, in a low bat rxcited tone,

filling its dim chambers wilh discord instead 'Dead !' Her husband re peated the words

of n.usic. They did not grow beautilul, like in a half bewildered manner,

healthy plants open to the sunshine, bull 'Yes ; she just now, to the better

mentully t'efcrmed, for luck of pure tir, world, and I ve brought this motherless

and culture. tie one home to keep her until

And ns there cnmer.ewcou.es of filoom to) Oh, John ! it would have your heart

known so peaceful an awakening. Usually,
make a very bedlam of the house, and t a
our powers of work to the utmost. Will

five reduce the evil? I trow not. Ah me ! fretful crier, or stormy contentions among mtids Ihem sovereign Stutes ; and since
God gave tho fruitful land of Canaan to Mu

the children, greeted his car in the morning,

and thus opened the dr.y for him in discord

But now came a sound from the adjoining

chomber. Tho two boys, John and Dick,

state of life. When he took his wsy home-

ward, as the evening thadows begin to full,

it was with the pleasant image of the child

Ellen in his thoughts.
Poor, motherless little one ! he said to

himself. 'She is too tender and sweet , too

pure and Rood, to be cast out upon the heart-

less world.'

When sympathy records itself in utter-

ance, it naturally gains strengih. It was bo

in this case, for as Mr. Watson communed

ihe plot is thickening.'
'Djn't fret yourself for nothing, Joho !'

Mrs. Watso'n was bolder thin usual with her

husband's gloomy stale. 'We haven't taken

the child, and there is no need of our doing

so. She's a sweet little creature, and there

is more than one childless house in our

town. There's Mrs. Glenn the thought

comes to me tills moment she hasn't s

were awake, and this foreboded thejisual

storm of angry words. Mrs. Wulson went

n lo ihem, walking on lip-to- and with her

ache could you have seen what I did this
child lying upon the bosom of her dead mo-

ther.' And tears fell over Mrs. Watson's
checks.

'Was there no one but you to take her !

It seems to me, that of ol! other?, you fhould

have been spared this part of the business.'

the mind of Mr. WtUon, in forebodings as

to the future ol his children ; and, in truth,

the promise wos by no means flattering.

The oldest toy wee paenonote and self-wille-d

; the second child, a girl, fretful and an-

noyed with 'everything that did not Ajw

smoothly; the third of the brood, a perfect lit-

tle outlaw in his propensity to invade ti e

finger on her lips.

ses and Israel, such giitof present and fu-

ture empire has not been made .to any peo-

ple. Coming frum tho bosom of one o!

these States, can I forget the fealty ai.d
duty which I owe to the supremacy of your
laws, the sacredness of your citizenship, ur
the sovereignty of your State 1 Hither ct y

child forget its parent, and smite, with un-

natural hand, the author of its being.
In regard to those dangerous teachings

which warped and misled yuung Cook'
mind into the path of crime the eloquent

spoke as follows. Read it. It
contains thoughts that breathe, expressed i:i

words that burn :'

John ! Dick ! II u h !' Her unusual

zen making all the atonement in his power

for the wrong which he has committed.

That ho has told strictly tha truth in his

statement is proven by every word of evi-

dence in this cause.

Gontlemen, you hive this cise. I surren-
der into your hands the issue of life snd'
death. As long ss you live a more impor-

tant case than this you will never be called
to try. Consider it, therefore, well in all its

bearing. I have tried to show you those
facts which go to palliate the conduct of the

prisoner. Sh ill I go home and say that in

justice you remembered not mercy to himl
Leave tho door of clemency open; do not
thut it by a wholesale conviction. Remem-

ber that life is an awful and a sacred thing;

look and manner at once orrested their at
With his thoughts, giving them the form oftention, and produced silence. Sitting down

chick of her own, and I know she's fond of

children. My word for it, she'll take the

girl, and mnybo adopt her. That will bo a
Mr. Watson's voico was cold and Iretful.

inwardlv sDoken words, he talked on afterby them, she said, in almost a whisper, and
this wise :with a sober countenance :fine thing for her, won't it !'

There is something remarkable about the
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'Too good luck to come to our door,' wns
child. She seems to possess some talisman

for winning hearts. Since she came intothe chilling answer. 'If any one else had

taken the child home, no doubt Mrs. Glehn
our house, tho whole sphere is different.

w nil lil havA nicked her uo at once. But
The mind of tho prisoner heard

from a member of Congress from Massachu-

setts that a new constitution, a new Bible,
Where all was disorder, q iiet reigns; and

don't flatter yourself with any such notion

in our case."
angry contention has given place to forbear

ance, if not love.'
'John Watson, you are incorrigible !' re

Mr. Watson was soon at his own door.

'I've something lo tell you.'
They were all attention.
You know Mrs. Jenkins 1 Well, she

died last night.'
The children's faces grew serious.

And her poor little Ellen is now an or-

phan, with no one in the world to love her.'

John leaned over towards his mother, and

looked at her with an expression of sod in-

terest, while Dick sat very atill, with his

eyes cast down.
'I've something more to tell you," contin-

ued the mother, after a pause. They gazed

with earnest inquiry into her face.

'Little Ellen is in our room. I brought

We've trouble enough with cur own chil-

dren.'
I shall enly keep her for was

replied to this ungracious welcome of the lit-

tle orphan.
Yes ; I see. Praywhatwill

you do with her morning !' Mr.

Wutson's thoughts, ever suspicious of some-

thing wrong, were pushing queries as to the
disposition of El)en, alreudy, into the future.

'There's no time to think of
John,' Mrs. Watson rej lined, with some

feelinpr. 'Our duty, is to shelter

this child, and let us do that duty as cheer-

fully as possible.' And saying this, she

went up stairs with the unconscious sleeper

in her arms, and placed her in bed alongside

of one of her own children. She then stood

looking down at the calm, sweet face, on

rights of every tner.ib.-- of tha fumily ; and

tbe baby, so fond of showing the streiigih o!

her lungs, that she ciied through noarly all

her waking hours.

One nigh', lute in Auiumn, Mr. and Mrr.

Watson sat alone, their children, alter an

unusually discordant lime, having been

whipped all round, baby included, and put to

bed. Mrs. Watson hud her sewing in her

hands, and was bending close down over her

work, 88 if in the effort to lessen the capac-

ity of her bosom for trouble, while her hus-

band sat a little turned from her, in moody

abstraction.
I sometimes wish they'd never been born,'

said Mr. Watson, giving vent to his feelings

in a low, monotonous tone of voice.

There's little chunco of their coming to any

good. I never saw such children. John's

As he pressed it open, his ears were greetedtorted his wife. 'But come, it is bed-tim- e

and I feel worn out with my day's work.'
by the words : '

They went up to their , out of
There's father ! Rus, Ellen, and meet

and a new God were to be inaugurated and

to possess the country. They were to be

new, because they were to be ,

fcr the old Constitutor, and the old Bible,

and the God of our fathers, the ancient L-r-

God of Israel, the same yesterday, to duy,

and forever, were not on the side of tboli-tionitm- .

Is there no mitigation for his doom

in the fact that he took his life in his hind,
and aimed ct that which a coward luuht him,

which opened another room, where John, the
father.

remember that doith is terrible terrible at
any time, and in any form.

"Coma to tba ErlJul Chamber, Death
Coma wnon t'.io mother fcol

Fur tho first lima nor Drat b.iru'j breath :

t'oiuj wlioa tho blarsod teals
That clttao tba pestilenca aro broke,

And crowded cillus wall Us stroke;
Coma lu consumption's ghastly form,
The Eirthciaake'a shook, tho Ocean's storm;
Come when the hourt boats high and warm

With banquet song, and dunce, and wluu,
And thou art ttfrrlble. Tbe groan,
Tha knell, lb) pal., the bier.
And all wo know, or drcaiu, or fear

Of ug iny are thine."

But when to the frightful mien of the grim

oldest, and his brother Dick, slept. Grace
A patter of little feet, a dancing of goiden

had a low trundle-be- d in her mother's room,

and the habv occupied a crib, The little curls, and flutter of white hands, and then

the charmer was hugged tightly to the bo-

som of Mr. Watson.straser waa sleeping beside Grace
her home with me last night after her mother

Just look at her, Jabn,' said Mrs. Wat-- . but dured not himself attempt. Uase, pusiGod bless the child !' was the deep, in
died, and she slept in the bed with Grace.'

son. holding the light near to Ellen's facp
voluntary uttersnce of his hesrt, as he laid lanimuus demagogues have led the prisoner

to tho bar, but while he suffers if tuffer he'Did vou ever see anything more like a pic
uuhir.h not a line o sorrow had yet been his lips fervently to hers, and kissed them.

Something of pity, and something of sur.

prise blended in the boys' faces.

You must be very gentle, and very kind
monster, when to fho chill visage of thoture 1 Poor baby ! Poor motherless one! must they, (oo, should have their recrsantrswn, until her eyes were blinded by tears The work was done, so fr as the little
spirit of the ghss and scythe, is added tbeThe man tried not to look, but in spite of

Who's taken the child 1' she heard asked orphan was concerned. All things in the
to her. Poor little thing ! Isn't it sad to

hated aod dreaded spectre of the gibbet, wehimsel f his eyes turned to the sleeper's face
f one neighbor by another, as she

ihink that she has no mother. And now, household of tho Wotsons had

themselves, taking on new asIt was, indeed, a picture of innocence and
ed tho chamber where, a liitle while before, turn shuddering from the accumulated hor-

ror. Grod spare this boy, and those whgf

limbs broken on the wheel. I will not leave

the soil of Virginia, I will not let this awful

occutiun puss into history, without giving a

voice and an utterance lo its true purpott
and meaning, without heaping upon its

the loud of execration which they oro

bovs, eet up, end dress yourselves with at
beauty, and one that touched his heart.

'Poor child !' There was so much feel little noise os possible. Don't let her hear pects and relations, so that as the sun ol

Heaven came shining down, os it does for
spirit had arisen from its mortal investnre.
'Mrs. Wotson,' was the reply that came love him, from such a scene of woe.

insr in the tones of bis voice that his wife a loud or angry word. Think of her mother

now lying deud, and I'm sure for her sake,to her ears. each and every one, it could find reflective

surfaces, and threw around on all hearts ils to bear henceforth and forever. . Day a(t-.-
looked at him in sudden surprise. But he

I'm clad of that. She's a kind-hearte- d
vou will be as qjiet as lambs 1

day and year after year, has the bulelul simoonIiht, its warmth, its cheerfulness and joy,woman, and the little orphan will get a good managed to turn his lace a little away, so as

.oconceil from her an expression that he No further admonition was required. The
of revolution, anarchy, discord, hostility to

What shall we do with Ellen V askedome.'

passionate temper will be certain to plunge

him, as a man, into scenes of violence ; and

as for Dick, unlees a miracle prevent, he'll

turn out a thief or a robber. He hns no re-

spect for the rights or property of others.'
Mrs. Watson answered only by a long,

deep sigh, as she bent Hill lower over her

work.

''That Martin is going to cheat me, I be-

lieve, alter all.' Mr. Watson's thoughts

were running in a new direction.

You don't think so !' His wife raised her

ober face, and turned towards him.

I do think so. I trusted him like a bro

tber, and unless I am greatly mittaken, he

is about playing me false, like a villain.'
How much is he indebted to you now V

Over s'x thousand dollars ; and if I lose

that sum, there's no hepe for me. I shall go

down like a in n thrown helpless in mid

ocean.'

order, stillness, and good temper of the chil
the South and her institutions, swept over

03" The best way to avoid being disturb-

ed by an unpleasant thing, said Dr. Spooney
is to resolve that it shall not disturb youj
but should your nerves be sensitive andrur
able to stand ihe trial, hasten by the annoy-

ance and don't see it. A stinging remark

loses all its point when we are not conscious

that we are aimed at.

Mrs. Watson of her husband, on the afterI don't suppose lhat ahe meana to keep dren for that morning, and, indeed, lor the

whole day. were memorable. If there was noon of the next day. They were returningher. She has a house full of her own.' that section of the ccuntry in Which the lot

of the prisoner has been cast. Thit he has
been poisoned by its breath should it cut him

from the funeral of Mrs. Jenkins.'One more will make little difference. I trife among them, it waa as to wno
'Keep her, of course,' was his unhesitatingknow something of Mrs. Watson's hesrt ;

should be kindest to the momeriess iiiuo
nd if she has the child for my word answer.one. The breakfast hour passed to Mr.

was not able, in a moment, to control.

With a woman's quickness of perception,

Mrs. Watson saw that it would be best to

let her husband alone with the tender feel-in- g

which had found a way into his heart

So she set her lamp down, and without ano-

ther word, made preparations for retiring.

But her mind was all on the alertand it did

not escape her lhat the eyes of her husbsnd

sought, over and over again, the lovely lace

nf that orohan sleeper.

off from human sympathy rather should it

render every heart clement toward him. Ho
never sought place or station, but sought

'Our family is large, and you are already
for it, she hasher for good and all. Who Wstson something like a dream, and when

else ia there to take her 1 No one in this heavily burdened in its support,' suggested

the wife.
he went forth for the doy'a business, it was

in a state of mental quietude auch as he hadtown.'
If her presence, Ruth, continue to workThe room was filled with womln.who had

merely to develop those doctrines which evi

snd traitorous persons had caused him to be

lieve were true. Ministers, editors, and pol

iticians Beecher, Parker, Seward, Gid

not known for years. Still, he did noi cear
Come in on hearing of Mrs. Jenkins' death ; such miracles at home,' said Mr. Watson,

The burden will lose more than half itsnd ao, seeing that ber presence there would a a 1

ly appreciate the meaning of all ton, but

worried himself at interval through the

forenoon, over the question of whst tbeyWon't Grace be surprised wnen sneWhat a bard thing it is to live in this
world ! eished Mrs. Watson. 'If one were pressure. She is an angel in our house--- a

be of little use, Mrs, Wataon quietly retired, ding6, Sumner, Hale, and a host of lesser

lights of each class who iu this court-roo-wakes in the morning V ssid Mrs. WatsoB,
light in the midst of our darkness.'and ran back to her home. The neighbor's should do with little Ellen. As to adoptbut safely out of it !'

conclusion in tbe case weighed a little heav breaking the silence which had been main-taine- d

aince the husband uttered the words,Or, if we had never been born,' said her 'It seems like a miracle, the change thai

has come over our children. They are like

(&r-- A German and a Frenchman walking

together, were attracted by a pig, whosa

squeak resembled "oui." "Listen," ssfd the

German, "the pig is a countrymon of yours,

he epesks French." Tbe Frenchman re

plied, "Ah, mon cher, bul he speaks it with

a villainous German accent." y

0- -" Weir, farmer, you told us your place

was a good place for hunting; now we have

tramped it tor three hours snd found no

game." ''Just so. I calculate as a general

thing, the less game there is, the more burn-

ing you have." .f

(EyOut West, the Isw gives dsmsge

for apparent breach of promise. The bach;

lr.. however obviate the difficulty by her- -

ing her Into iheir family, that thought, if it

had found an entrance into hie mind, would

who in this vast country, who in tho wide

world who shall read this trial believes them

not guilty as Charged in tbe indictment in all

the counts to a deeper ind far more fearful

husband. 'It is nothing but disappointments ily on her mind. Nothing could have been

further away than the thought of adopting Poor child!' other beings.
have been instantly rejected aa wholly Im

Better aay, wont our little stranger be
Let us keep her, then, for their aakes, as

the child ; but what was she to do witu Iter nracticable, if not prepostereua
sorrow, and pain, from the cradle to the

grave. And if all ended there, we might

croDe on to the end, and then lie down In
extent than John . Cook. Midn ight gloomsummed to find herself rn bedlam. Im

on the morrow 1 She could not be aent In his usual sober, self afflicting mood' J..L... .

afraid tbe children will worry ner w aeam.
Ifcame Mr. Wataon home at dinner-tim- e,eternal reet. But there is a still deeper back tq,remin in her old home, for she and

her mother had been its only inmates. What I hone not. We must aee to that.' Mrs.
mvsterv involved in the life beyond than he thought cf the poor orphan at all, it waa

with the feeling of one upon whom ia forcedwaa to be done with her on the day after to
there is in this. Who can know, with any

morrow, and on the daye after that! Thererrtaintv. Ida state in tbe future. This aj unpleasant duty. On entering the house,

he was aoon conscious of a strange stillness,was the Poor House. But even the remote

Watson spoke with aome uneaelness of

mind, for there waa no calculation to.be

made ao.to the conduct of her unmanageable

brood; and yet, below thia feeling waa one

of pleasure at the evident intereat a aingle

glance at Ellen had awakened in her hus

iireacher tells us one thing, and that preach

Well aa our own,' was the honest response.

And they did keep the litllo orphan, who

grew up in the midst of that household, a

light and a blessing. It waa remarkable,

tbe power ahe possessed over all hearts.
Not in demonstration, or intrusion of herself

in any way, but in that loving sphere that

went out from her unconsciously, like the
subduing fragrance of a beautiful flower.

It was good for them that ber mother died.

Out of sorrow and bereavement, there bad

come a great blessing a blessing to the

j ing their cards lobeileJ'Good for this csljsuggestion of that came like a shock to the
er another, diroctly opposite ; so thst, if both Usually the first aound that greeted his ears

feelinee of Mrs. Wataon. She found her

is not.more .sombre in contrast with the blaz-

ing light of the meridian sun than is tho guilt

of such men in comparison with that which
overwhelms the prisoner. They put in op-

eration the maelstrom which has engulphed

him. . They started the torrent which has
borne bim over the precipice. They called
forth front the caverns tbe tempest which

wrecked bim on a sunken reef. Before God,

and in the light of Eternal Truth, tbe disaster

st Hsrper's Ferry is their act, anJ not hia.

May the ghost ef each victim to their doo-trln- ee

of disunion and abomination sit heavy

on their guilty souls I ' Jif thej fsrtf of the

be rizbt, all men must go to perdition waa a wild racket, or tbe notseoi airue
amona the children. Now, all . was hushedhusband walking the floor of their sitting-

band.They had been talking in thla way for

some time, when the bell rang. A servant room, on her return, his face even more aa If death bad intruded upon bia dwelling.
The aweet aleep that cornea aa a blessing

ahadowed than when abe left bin but a little Paan!nir to the alttlng room, Mr. Watsoncame back from the door to aay that one of

only." yy r

rTbemao who was hemnW h by

crowd has been troubled with a atitch ta hjf
tide ever alnce. J au k

. mm. .i ' .i ; .

'J OCT We eupBoaef that a man "who never
speaks may be i1d always to keep hia) word

nr.-- . Arnt toilers, aeon locked their
while before. ... . ; ; naused in tbe door, aod looked on, silent and

their neighbora had called in and wished to .. in oblivion ; and Mra. Wataon, ocea
Look here, Ruth.'.aaid be, pausing in his wonder'ing. at the acene that met his eyes.aeaMra. Wataon. orphan, as well aa a blessing to the frienda

who had made place for ber among theiraionally interrupted in, ber deeper, alumber
and criea of bet babe, waa not John eat reading a book, ao absorbed in itsPoor Mrs. Jeokina is dying,' said tbe walk, and turning full upon ber, 'what are

you going to do with that child, 1

Tell ma that.; :

children.neighbor, u tbe two women met. aod4?e content, a. notte aotle.hta. Qn th. floordXctlyTconscioua-
-

of anything until fully
called to e you to go over wun roe.- -

Vi fij rz


